


[image: cover]







Justin Cartwright


 


Born in South Africa, Justin Cartwright lived in Britain after studying at Trinity College, Oxford. He worked in advertising and directed documentaries, films and television commercials, and wrote seventeen novels. They include the Booker-shortlisted In Every Face I Meet, the Whitbread Novel Award-winner Leading the Cheers and the acclaimed White Lightning, shortlisted for the 2002 Whitbread Novel Award. His novel Look At It This Way was made into a three-part drama by the BBC in 1992, and he also published three works of non-fiction. He died in December 2018.
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For my dear mother, who bears no relation


at all to the mother depicted in this story




It was they that possessed him and made him their own to the innermost thought, to the slightest stir of blood, to his last breath


Lord Jim, Joseph Conrad




Chapter 1


It was hot in Bangunes. Nothing much stirred except the guinea fowl, which roused themselves from their torpor from time to time to rush dementedly about before settling back into their dusty, backyard existence amongst the melon skins and corn cobs of the town’s Victoria Road. There these schizophrenic birds would pretend to be chickens for a while, scratching in the dust unskilfully, or squatting comfortably in the shade of a burnt-out car. On a whim they would soon be off again at a mad, staccato gallop, giving full voice to their anxieties for a few minutes, before plumping themselves up again in the dust. There was no discernible cause for their anxiety.


Bangunes was a town which was supported almost entirely by Scandinavian aid. This aid found its way to the lively market of Victoria Road. Volvo marine engines were used as generators; high-protein soup mixes were taken as a medicine by infertile women; fat and virile bulls were eaten at presidential banquets; NATO arctic survival huts, donated by the Norwegians, now housed the President’s bodyguard; surgical gloves, made in Finland, were used for washing up by the metropolitan sophisticates and as contraceptives by the slighter forest people; the new automatic telephone exchange, donated by Denmark, had left its crates (marked ambiguously GIFT OF THE DANISH PEOPLE COME IN PEACE) to reappear in the enamel basins of the market mammies as electrical components; circuit boards could be bought along with Bang and Olufsen television sets. Beside this transmogrified technology, the traditional products of Banguniland were to be had: green edible monkeys in basket cages, scrawny chickens, spiny prickly pears, livid forest fruits, iguanas, the skins of medicinal animals, sacks of maize meal, powdered and shaved horn, beads of ostrich shell, feathers of the great loerie, the tails of cheetah and woven mats. Almost the only thing you could not buy in the market was the flour given by the German Federal Republic, which went straight to the Italian baker in Ndongo (formerly Speke) Square, to be made into croissants for the diplomatic community. This community had shrunk over the years as Banguniland’s promise had failed to be realised. The truth was, there was nothing in Banguniland to excite the desires of the more avid consuming nations. Long searches of the interior by planes, trailing sensitive equipment in ovoids of plexiglass, had failed to find any minerals. When the taste for avocado dip declined in the West, the abandoned avocado ranch along the Banguni River had quickly turned itself into an avocado arboretum, producing giant trees and tiny dry fruits, sportive woods run completely insane. The game park, established by the World Wildlife Fund and opened by Prince Bernhardt of the Netherlands, had long ago reverted to its previous existence as a piece of wild scrubland inhabited by a small and fluctuating population of animals and nomads. Nobody visited it because it was inaccessible in the rainy season and in the dry season the animals, and the nomads, moved to a large swamp beyond the first row of the Malanja Hills. There had once been plans to turn this, too, into a game reserve, but the word at the World Wildlife headquarters in Geneva was that Banguniland had slipped from the first division. Bangunes was thus spared another invasion of bearded men in zebra-striped Land Rovers.


Although the Scandinavians and sporadically the European Economic Community still gave money and staples of one sort and another, the rest of the world had assigned Banguniland to the boneyard. No mineral wealth, no cheap primary products, and a succession of charmless presidents, the latest being President Ndongo, had proved all too easily ignored by the consumer nations. Strategically the country was useless, too, because the Banguni River issued forth from the hinterland into a delta which was controlled by the Portuguese enclave of Puerta Nueva. The title deed to Puerta Nueva gave this natural harbour to the Portuguese in perpetuity. Since their own revolution, the Portuguese had been too preoccupied with the paperwork of quickly passing governments ever to reach a final agreement with the evanescent regimes in Banguniland. The river, once navigable by large lighters and steam tugs, was now a dangerous channel again which required specialist knowledge and powerful outboard engines to negotiate. In consequence Bangunes Port, with its sturdy and optimistic colonial buildings, was now suffering the sort of decay to which everything in Banguniland was subject. Schemes to dredge the twelve miles to the coast again had been abandoned. The last steam dredger had run aground on a sand bank when a boiler blew only three months before. Arab dhows with diesel marine engines sometimes made the age-old trip, taking out with them domestic servants, usually young girls, and bringing in transistor radios, Honda motorcycles and Porsche sunglasses.


It had not always been so. In 1959, when my father and Mrs Mary de Luth had made their trip for National Geographic, Mrs de Luth had described the country as ‘Africa’s promised land, and land of promise’. This was a reference to the small and secretive tribe of the deep interior, who were believed to be an ancient Israelite sect, famed for their work in brass and gold. On this expedition, my father had been drowned in an accident with an overloaded ferry. His foot, so Mrs de Luth said in her letter, had become entangled in the webbing holding one of the Land Rovers secure when the ferry struck a submerged object and the Land Rover fell over the side. ‘I deliberated for some time before I decided to carry on our work. I believed then, and I believe now, that I owed it to the memory of your husband and to the readership of National Geographic. Richard Burton [she was referring to the explorer] once wrote “Travellers are mostly an angry race.” This did not apply to your husband. A more agreeable man it would be hard to find.’ At the time of my father’s last, and only, trip for National Geographic, Bangunes was regarded as a mysterious and seductive town, and Banguniland as a colourful and promising country. The fine artwork of the Israelite tribespeople, and Speke’s testimony to the grace and courteousness of some of the tribes he had met in 1868, contributed to this lingering impression of a land of milk and honey. Mrs de Luth did nothing to dispel this illusion as she travelled energetically in her top coat.


‘The author finds it more comfortable to travel in the Tropics in a top-coat, a tip she learnt from the Bedouin Arabs,’ reads one caption as she stands, a dead ringer for Eleanor Roosevelt, inspecting a collection of intricately carved bronzes made by the soi-disant Hebrews in the interior using the tricky lost-wax method. This tribe lived under a grove of enormous wild African fig trees. ‘Rumour has it these trees were brought from the Jordan Valley nine hundred years ago,’ she wrote. They had since been shown to be a fairly commonplace species known as ficus capensis whose fruits had medicinal powers. Because these fruits hang in huge, fecund clusters, goats and other animals are sometimes sacrificed beneath the trees in order to encourage fertility in women. Nothing much was known of this Jewish tribe since the troubles. They had been massacred and dispersed, and their treasures looted. A few survivors had been removed to Israel, where they were learning Hebrew and living in a special camp, their Jewishness hotly disputed, but somehow authenticated by the ghastly pogrom which had undoubtedly taken place in the interior. If ever history has footnotes, they will be in the finest type.


 


I was looking for a trader, named R. Patel, but nothing stirred in Victoria Road except the deranged guinea fowl. Patel, sensibly, must have retired from the uncertainties of an African afternoon. I could picture him in the cool interior of a rambling house, regaining his composure after a hot and comforting curry, perhaps with sweet mango juice from the Kelvinator, soothed by the cadences, the puppy noises, of family life. The ambiguity of the African self, its lack of moorings in this world, he could perhaps explain to himself in the palliatives of the Bhagavadgita: the true self is unknowable, but realisable in a miniaturised way through knowledge of the self in man. Perhaps the ‘R’ in ‘R. Patel, General Traders (Pty Ltd)’ was Rabindranath. I had written to Patel for supplies and received his handwritten confirmation that they would be ready. Victoria Road ran absolutely straight for about a mile. At either end it gave up life and became a track quickly multiplying into a series of paths, leading off into the scrub. Victoria Road was bisected by Zwane Street, which led from the old residential quarter on a slight rise, down to the port, by way of the Anglican church. The Anglican church was surrounded by a grove of jacaranda trees. It was built of local stone, crudely dressed, at a glance giving the illusion of a church in Gloucestershire. Victoria Road was made up of low buildings, with shopfronts shaded by tin roofs, leading onto cement verandas. But many buildings were missing, perhaps burned out in the troubles, or perhaps simply decayed and collapsed, rotten teeth in an untended mouth. These gaps in the street had been colonised by nomads with their goats and dogs. The very poor lived there too in shelters of palm fronds and plastic bags and bits of wood. Some of these people approached me as I searched for Patel in the heavy stillness of the afternoon. Their faces had acquired a state of grace, of imperturbability, caused, I guessed, by the certainty that they were going to die soon. I gave them some money which they took without apparent excitement, before walking away, their long, thin legs almost too frail to carry the little bundle of bones and rags filling in the gap between their legs and their large, gaunt heads. I found Patel’s shop. It was shuttered. There was no sign to say when he would be back from his repose. I wished then that I had never made the trip to this mortuary of a country. The people were dying; the fabric of the town was dying; hope and promise had long since died.


At that moment a pale green Pontiac pulled up beside me. It was a 1951 model, identical to the one my father had bought when we first lived in America. When he bought it, it was already, we reported anxiously and disloyally, old enough to raise questions among our neighbours. Yet here, nearly thirty years later, was the identical model, Indian chief stone-faced up front, plastic leather-look seats, stick shift on the steering column, sunshade over the windscreen. It had a rather insubstantial rear, which later models moulded into extravagant fish tails of chrome and steel. The driver rested one delicate arm, as muscled but fine as an antelope’s, on the sill. His face, with its dark hair, sunglasses and even features, presented the blank gaze of a building by Mies van der Rohe.


‘Are you lost, sir?’ he asked.


‘No. I am wondering what to do. I am supposed to meet a Mr Patel who is supplying me with some equipment.’


‘Mr R. Patel is sleeping now, sir. He will open again at four o’clock.’ He glanced at his watch. ‘I will take you on a tour of Bangunes in the intervening hour.’


I wanted to ride in the Pontiac.


‘OK,’ I said.


‘Where do you wish to go, sir?’


‘What’s there to see?’


‘What about the People’s Conference Centre, where the Organisation of African Unity met in 1979?’


‘No thanks. Let’s go down to the port.’


I watched him pull the stick towards him and down for first gear. We drove smoothly along Victoria Road and turned into Zwane, past the church. The driver glanced at me from time to time, smiling from within his disguise.


‘My name is Frederick, sir. My African name is Ngwenya.’


‘How do you do?’


‘Fine, sir. I know who you are.’


‘You do?’


‘Yes, sir.’


‘Are you a taxi driver?’


‘No, sir, presently I am a student.’


The University of Bangunes, once a pet project of UNESCO, had closed since the troubles. In Africa universities were seen, with some accuracy, as focal points for all the malcontents and ideamongers in the country. Along with the television station, they are the first to go in times of trouble.


The plastic seats were sticking to my back and the underside of my thighs. We drove past the embassy and aid district, a collection of compounds with a plentiful supply of Land Cruisers and official cars parked in the shade of woven reed garages, an ethnic touch adapted from the native architecture. These cars gave a sense of purpose and activity to the foreign missions. They stood there, material proof of their governments’ wealth and technological mastery, admittedly stalled for the moment here in Banguniland, but serving an important totemistic function, nonetheless.


The old port, like those remnants of the past in our own big cities, had a comforting charm. The port had probably never been more than a series of wooden jetties poking out into the Bangunes River, but it was served by a cluster of Portuguese, tiled buildings, admirably suited to the dilapidation of the passing years, wooden shutters hanging on one hinge, stucco walls flaking and paving stones rising unevenly in the cool inner courtyards. The harbourmaster’s house had lost its roof, but palm fronds and reed thatch filled the gaps.


Overlooking the largest jetty was Brannigan’s Hotel. I had often looked at a picture of Mrs de Luth and my father with their porters ranged outside Brannigan’s at the start of the journey to the interior. It is the last picture of my father.


He stands, half his face in deep shade from his solar topee. Next to him is Mrs de Luth, veiled like an aristocratic beekeeper, in her topcoat. The porters stand beside custom-made boxes and cases. They are at ease, but they have a purposeful look, fired no doubt by Mrs de Luth’s zeal. She has about her a no-nonsense look, a gung-ho directness; my father, perhaps in response to this unspoken ethic, carries a clipboard. Because of the shade cast by his topee, it is impossible to see his expression. His chin, however, juts confidently into the sunshine. His forearms are hairless, but well formed. He is wearing long shorts, British naval style, which make the bottom half of his legs look somewhat puny. To one side of this purposeful group stands another white man in a very heavy tweed suit. I take this to be Mr Brannigan. If there was ever a Mr Brannigan, nobody had a recollection of him now. My student taxi driver, Ngwenya, pronounced it ‘Brengun’. He suggested we have a drink in Brengun’s Hotel.


There was a picture of the Wicklow Hills on the wall above the bar, gone yellow, with the edges curling up osmotically, which made me think Mr Brannigan was from there.


The bar was empty. We sat at a table with a view down to the muddy bank of the river immediately below, the jetty, to which a canoe made entirely of one piece of tree was tied, and to the opposite shore, a mysterious place from which some smoke rose lazily into the afternoon sky. The sky was not so much blue as white. The river flowed by towards Puerta Nueva in a thick, green brown. It was like seawater in mid-ocean, dangerously deep and powerful. The river bank immediately beneath us was, I now saw, covered with tiny scuttling crabs, going about their territorial business, in a way nature films (I know) can make interesting and exciting. From here, with a warm Mauritian beer in my hand, the mud appeared at a glance to be moving fitfully as a consequence, suggesting primal upheaval.


‘I know why you are here,’ said Ngwenya.


‘You do?’ His face was as graceful as his faunlike arms. Without his glasses his eyes were brown and bright, and his face had lost its inscrutability. I guessed he was about twenty-five.


‘You are here to solve the mystery, sir.’


‘You should not believe everything you read in newpapers. Particularly not the Bangunes Times,’ I said. ‘There’s no mystery.’


But there was a mystery. Not, as the Bangunes Times had fancifully said, ‘The mystery of his father’s disappearance on an expedition to seek lost treasure’. The mystery was why this ill-assorted couple had set off together. Why had Mrs de Luth, with her unblinking, Lutheran gaze, taken my father (no traveller he) on this expedition? She was a redoubtable traveller who died in her bed in Georgetown in 1978, aged eighty-four, after many an expedition for National Geographic. She had visited Hiroshima in 1951 and written this caption: HIROSHIMA HAS ALL BUT RECOVERED FROM THE BLAST. THE AUTHOR BUYS GLASS AND POTTERY FUSED BY THE BOMB’S HEAT. In the picture she is not wearing her topcoat as she towers over the souvenir shopowner, presumably to avoid becoming too cool in the Japanese winter.


I could picture them, sitting in this bar, looking at the same smudgily typewritten menu which Ngwenya had so recently handled in hope. Oxtail soup, breaded lamb chops or Wiener Schnitzel with seasonal vegetables and steamed pudding and custard. The vanished Mr Brannigan himself would have held the menu in his pudgy, homesick hands; my father with his characteristic desire to impress would have demanded the wine list. Mrs de Luth would have fixed him with her pale, intense eyes, the Baltic blue of them as unreal as a U-Boat commander’s in a war film. My father would have taken the wine from Mr Brannigan and poured it himself. He had a little trick of turning the bottle at the last moment, to avoid drops. Perhaps the police patrol boat would have tied up, disembarking a district officer and a police superintendent, fresh out from England, for a nightcap and a chinwag.


Frederick Ngwenya asked if he could come on my expedition.


‘It’s hardly an expedition. It’s just a trip. This is the age of tourism, not travel.’


This second-hand aphorism did not deter him. He ordered us each another beer, smiling.


‘This is the age of anything, sir,’ he said.


The river outside, conscientiously carrying the last of the inland topsoil down towards Puerta Nueva and the open sea, was quickly becoming molten gold as the sun lowered towards the tops of the kiatt trees on the opposite bank, so that it matched the colour of the lager we were drinking. This was the hour of irrepressible madness and happiness in Africa, when sober missionaries turned lustful eyes on creamy schoolgirls in their congregations and planters sat gratefully on their verandas, porches and stoops, thanking God for not being in Europe. For the African it was a blush, a gesture of goodwill, before the uneasiness of the night, which closes fast after this technicolor interlude. I could see Mrs de Luth at this hour up country, sitting at a camp table, sorting out her rolls of film, perhaps making careful records of film speeds and exposures, sipping a drink based on an old Lapp remedy. Where is my father? Is he typing up his notes? No, he has never learnt to type; it disturbs his flow. He is sitting on a rock, gin sling in hand, looking near-sightedly towards a pool of hippo whose tugboat sounds are starting up in earnest now. They remind him of fat and elderly clubmen on a night in town without their wives, as they set off lumbering and chortling into the gathering dark. Mrs de Luth goes early to bed; there is about her an equine directness which is, perhaps, beginning to irritate my father; he sits with his weak eyes no longer seeing in the crepuscular gloom. The rising noises of the surrounding scrub, with all their unfamiliar resonances, perhaps make him aware of his dependence upon the great traveller in this new life of his. Who is he, the erstwhile animal-feed expert, to harbour any ill feelings towards her? Travellers, she said, are an angry race, but not my dad. No, he would have been enthralled by the collaboration. The only mystery is what was in it for her.


Under the influence of two Mauritian beers, Frederick Ngwenya’s eyes had lost their brightness. I had noticed this before in some Africans – drunkenness signalled by a colouring of the whites of the eyes. The Mauritian beer was very strong; I had forgotten Patel completely.


‘Sir, I know what happened to your father,’ said Ngwenya.


It was dark now on the river outside. A huge fire flared up on the distant bank.


Hold on. Let us pause for a moment. This student taxi driver, with his delicate forearms and cheddar eyes, was a fabulist. What happened to my father? How could he know? I had not even come to Africa to find out. That sort of quest happens only in journalists’ imaginations, where outdated literary models linger on. Journalists attempt to impose a recognisable form, a comforting myth, on unrelated facts. Hence the article in the Bangunes Times, describing the mystery of my father’s death. Here, where many of the other values of the Western world were sensibly disregarded, the need to give fabulous qualities to essentially meaningless events was highly esteemed. President Ndongo’s short and brutal military career had been invested with imaginary qualities. The government itself had long ago abandoned any practical function; instead it had taken the roles of shaman, witch doctor and prophet to itself. In the years since independence, the bush had become a sort of netherworld from which the fortunate escaped to the city. They wanted nothing from this deadbeat zone; everything was in town. As Muhammad Ali said, ‘Zaire must be great, I have never seen so many Mercedes.’ When my father headed off into the bush all those years ago, it was regarded as an area of rich promise, the raw material of anthropology, topography, cartography and mineralogy all waiting to be assigned their rightful place in the order of things. But the heart of darkness was not merely asleep, as Mrs de Luth had written (‘a slumbering giant, of infinite possibility’), but officially declared dead, along with the avocado ranch. So any idea that Ngwenya might have had of some substantive explanation emanating from the interior was absurd. Nothing much emanated from the bush now except nomads, wide-eyed and timorous, carrying woven coops of edible rodents and pathetically balding chickens. Fact was no longer hard currency in Banguniland. The purposes of things had been changed and the meaning of words to describe them had consequently had to adapt. The timetables in the airline office had only symbolic value; the President announced new five-year plans, which everyone knew could never be started; the chain of causation had been broken forever. So Frederick Ngwenya was certainly a fabulist, as susceptible as the next man to the sweet gases of magic and untruth which rose from the river outside.


‘I know what happened to your father. He is still alive in the interior.’


His face had become slightly moist as, I could feel, had mine. But his now had highlights on the cheeks and the brow.


‘Mr Curtiz, he is alive, sir.’


Skilful witnesses in police cases try to slip one or two lesser known facts into their evidence by the back door to lend credibility to their pleadings. My father had taken the name Lance Curtiz (after a Hollywood director) to give himself a more textured surface when we moved to America. No doubt the library of the Bangunes Times had this on file. I had worked in a newspaper myself during the school holidays. I amused myself by tracing the growth of lies, inaccuracies, myths and reputations. The original story in the cuttings could always be perceived, but invariably distorted with the passage of time. Frederick Ngwenya would have discovered my father’s absurd nom de plume in a file marked BANGUNILAND, TRAVELLERS AND EXPLORERS 1861–1968 (INDEPENDENCE). Mungo Park had visited Banguniland. It had weakened his constitution fatally. Stanley, in his febrile courtship of Livingstone, had passed through the northern corner of Banguniland, and Livingstone himself had written of the Banguni: ‘a people of such prodigious unreliability that it is said even the Arab slaver does not seek to practise his evil commerce in their country.’ Livingstone had a curious attitude to slaves, similar to Jefferson’s.


I looked closely at Ngwenya. He was smiling, but there was nothing sinister about his smile. He expected me to be pleased with his news.


‘You are either a liar or an opportunist, and maybe both. Would you take me to Patel’s now?’


‘Too late. Curfew sir.’


‘What curfew?’


‘Unofficial. Since the President was assassinated.’


This is how you find hard facts in Banguni; the official channels are preoccupied with the occult.


‘What about dinner?’ said Ngwenya slyly. ‘I like lamb chops very much.’




Chapter 2


When you are young, you do not see the strictures of life. If you did you would believe in some form of predestination. A man’s existence is strung on fine wires between his mother, his wife and his lovers. What of women? What is their nexus? I could never really tell with my mother. She seemed to be connected to higher aspirations which she was unable to realise, but aspirations which left her in a deep, unfathomable, feminine anger for most of her later life. Her father was an Australian grazier who had fought in the Boer War and married a Boer. His life, sketchily perceived by me even now, was a succession of unplanned rushes and charges, not unlike the drowsy guinea fowl of Bangunes. There was some symmetry about his life, however, he was wounded in a shambolic rush by the New South Wales Highlanders at Matjesfontein and died under the wheels of the Garlick’s delivery van almost exactly fifty years later, rushing out of our little front garden and into the street with an empty suitcase. The suitcase, too, was flattened. This to me as a small boy was more poignant than Grandpa’s clean brogues poking out from under a grey blanket as he was lifted into an ambulance. It was the first and only time I saw my mother weep. I thought she was crying for the suitcase.


I’m coming, Oom Paul Kruger,


To have a talk with you,


A word in your ear, old man,


I am the kangaroo.


The kangaroo was cremated in accordance with his instructions and his ashes buried in a wall in a pathetically small pot.


My father’s wanderings and his changes of tack were of little interest to my mother. If her eyes were fixed on the horizon, it was not in anticipation of his return. Her anger was never directed at him, indeed it was rarely expressed; it showed itself in a slight downward curve of the mouth and the tolerant smile with which she greeted the pretensions of politicians, priests, schoolteachers, traffic cops – almost anybody who allowed himself the delusion of importance. Where had she acquired this stubborn, independent frame of mind? It appeared to have come to her fully formed, the Olive Schreiner of the dusty suburbs of Potchefstroom, where she was born. She was of nowhere. She moved perfectly equably (although at this rumbling level of discontent) with my father. She never once asked us not to climb lunatically dangerous trees or ride our bikes in traffic or throw stones at the washerwomen passing with bundles on their heads, like huge, white pies for baking. She was detached. When we moved to America as children, she smiled her damning smile at the talkative taxi driver who got us off the boat; she smiled at the Empire State Building; she smiled at the expressways, as wide as football fields. She liked Howard Johnson’s, however. She did not smile there. She saw Howard Johnson’s as the expression of the American genius: anyone, anywhere in the whole of America, could have twenty-one flavours of ice cream; not for them the confines of vanilla, chocolate or tutti frutti.


‘You’re going to like it here,’ she said to my father, ‘this country is made for children.’


There was no irony in her remark.


‘I like it here already,’ he said. ‘It’s going somewhere, and we’re aboard now.’


He could arrange anything: work permits; immigration; jobs; schools. There was a law in those days, designed to keep undesirable racial strains out, that allowed quotas of immigration based on the country of origin. He quickly discovered that Norway’s quota was undersubscribed; we went in as Norwegians. He made jokes about our Nordic gloom, which drove us into a genuine gloom as we set off for our new home in a rented car. He marvelled at the ease of hiring a car in America:


‘Look at this. They have an open mind. They’re eager to do business. A car is a piece of machinery at the disposal of anybody, not some sacred object of worship.’


‘You’re on the wrong side of the road,’ said my mother coldly.


‘You Scandinavians are very perceptive. The FBI needs people like you.’


‘How long is this Groucho Marx persona going to last?’ asked my mother.


‘Je suis Marxiste. Tendance Groucho,’ he replied cheerfully.


I could not speak French in those days, but this old joke has stuck. I like it still. But I was worried about this wisecracking, fast-talking American he had suddenly become.


‘Look how beautiful it is. Just look at those barns. Those are called Dutch barns. They should always be painted that red colour. What do you call that colour? I call it Norman Rockwell red.’


My father devoured magazines. He had, I now realise, three pictures of America, different but overlapping. They were drawn from Saturday Evening Post, the New Yorker and National Geographic. Above all he loved National Geographic, yet he could slip easily from one mode to another in those early days. Similarly he had looked at Britain through the pages of Punch, the Illustrated London News and Country Life. We used also to get British Movietone News in South Africa. All these added up to a depressing picture of a civilised but cramped and sodden island, whose best days were past. Not so America; everything was promised and promises were made good. The vessel was moving. The journey was underway. We were aboard with our baggage stowed. Such is the power of metaphor. In truth much of our baggage had got itself wet in transit; in some mysterious manner, water had found its way into the hold where our stinkwood furniture (a priceless legacy of my Boer grandmother, carried by ox wagon over mountains and ravines and gorged rivers) was stored. It was ruined.


‘I don’t mean to sound callous, Ma,’ he said, ‘but perhaps stinkwood furniture, like Italian wine, was not meant to travel.’


Secretly I suspect he was glad, hankering after Scandinavian modern with spindly legs instead of the heavy ball-and-claw substructure of our heirlooms.


My little brother who had a remarkably pale face (and still does) stared silently out of the window at the mighty landscape unfolding: lakes, bridges, rivers, factories, forests touched with gold and red the colour of the Rockwell barns. We had never seen so many colours. My father loved the Kodachrome brightness of it all. I cannot remember what I felt: perhaps a certain bewilderment at the tangle of roads and buildings and sky that was New York; relief at the pleasant fall warmth of the valleys and towns as we drove out to our rented home on the Island. My brother, I now appreciate, was seeing real estate and commodities and industries. He’s an analyst on Wall Street these days. He never talks of the old country. The closest he has come was to advise President Reagan on the likely effect of sanctions on the market, but it was done without dredging in the atavistic memory. He is an American, tabula rasa.


I, by contrast, have become less sure of my ordained place in the order of things. This is the natural state of the refugee. Yet we were not refugees. We were part of the baggage, in train to my father’s whimsical conquest of America. He quickly settled into American life. His love of our new country and his unstinting praise of its energy and colour helped him to find a job as editor of cultural events for a paper in Huntington. This was when he began his courtship of National Geographic, sending them, with his bottomless ingenuity, articles and stories about Africa as evidence of his knowledge of the dark continent, and his love of National Geographic and his fervent desire to be a part of this great institution. One story was about a traditional way of catching monkeys, which involved a dried melon with a narrow opening; into the melon, corn was placed; the monkey would insert his paw, grab the corn, and be unable to extract his tightly clenched, furry fist. This improbable tale was sent off with another, about the sociable ways of the baboon, an animal so sophisticated, it seems, that it has extrasensory perception. My own observations suggest that this faculty has not done the baboon much good.


My father’s courtship paid off. He was invited to Washington to a reception at the Smithsonian. There he met the great Mary Grosvenor de Luth and her husband General Reginald de Luth. He talked freely with owners of banks, at least two admirals, high government officials and presidents of whole railway systems. He conversed in French with a young Frenchman, Captain Jacques Cousteau, about his sensational underwater (‘sous marin’) exploration of a Greek cargo ship. He met people with superlatively American names, names which made Gatsby seem flashy and meretricious: John Oliver La Gorce; Nathaniel T. Kenny; Emory S. Land; Lyman J. Briggs; Leo A. Borah. He drew a lesson from this, I surmise: important people in America have a prominent initial or a boldly distinguishing second name, which denotes a direct connection with power, money and family. So he began to employ the pen name Lance P. Curtiz, the very name which an African taxi driver had vouchsafed to me here in crumbling Bangunes.


My father’s reputation grew. He forgot completely that he had been the editor (and proprietor) of The Countryman, a failed farming weekly, in South Africa. He had never known anything about farming. He could not even mow a lawn. There was an undertow of chaos in his life which continually clutched and tugged at his ankles, making his enterprises unstable. This chaos he thought of as the vortex of creativity; it has made me suspicious of the connection between the artistic and the anarchic. I have a dishonourable belief that one follows from the other, but not in the commonly accepted order.


The magazine failed, but not without an heroic effort by my father in his guise as expert on feedstuffs, barbed-wire fencing, Hereford beef cattle, native housing, borehole irrigation, diesel tractors, strains of maize, merino sheep, foot and mouth, and Rhode Island Reds. I discovered all these things by reading, from a never-unpacked and watermarked trunk, back copies of The Countryman. My mother contributed articles on preserves and chutney, flower arrangement, seven interesting ways to prepare mutton, the boiling of drinking water, advances in oil lamps, the private lives of radio personalities and books of interest to farmers’ wives. Could you detect a desire for a larger, more polychromatic world in the dingy photographs of disconsolate cattle with massive humps? Or in the comically awful sketches of dried flowers, which seemed to me (with the embalming effect of Atlantic seawater) to have all the vivacity of an Inca tomb?


It seems clear the magazine failed because there were almost no English-speaking farmers and those few were widely scattered. The farmers were all Boers, as my father called them. This fundamental piece of market research could have been carried out by a ten-year-old boy equipped with a school atlas and a ruler, I now think, with the advantage of hindsight.


Lance P. Curtiz was merely the last of my father’s noms de plume. When he wrote on cattle diseases he was Dr Bill Hoofenbeck; when he wrote on religious matters, he was The Rev John Devine; his restaurant guide was written by Alain Forno. It was headed, ‘A Steak in Your Country’. The letter page, also written by my father, betrayed a roguish sense of humour. A letter from a Dr Hans Jungfreud read: ‘Much of the traditional lethargy of Africa can be attributed to the bilharzia-carrying snail. Surprisingly, very few farmers have bilharzia. We must look elsewhere for an explanation of their symptoms.’ Perhaps it was fortunate he had no readership.


We had been in America only a year and a half when my father set off for Africa with Mrs de Luth. My brother had become a trombonist in his junior high band, with that jaunty, unmilitary swagger; there he was, a little pale-faced da Souza in a mustard-yellow hussar’s outfit at football games.


My father embraced our first Thanksgiving enthusiastically: ‘Look at these turkeys. Fed on a special diet. Plumped up just in time with hormones. Humanely killed. Self-roasting. Big turkeys for large families. Little turkeys for small families.’


He was thinking National Geographic already:


APARTMENT DWELLERS WELCOME BELTSVILLE’S SMALL WHITE TURKEYS.


From egg to succulent roast fowl, Uncle Sam’s scientists strive constantly to improve poultry. Housewives applaud the plump meaty turkeys, specially bred for small ovens.


It took me longer to adapt than my chameleon family. I kept thinking of my little black friend, Skep, and his freedom. Nobody asked him to go to school. He lived a dusty, backyard existence; sometimes he helped his father kill the turkeys, which he did by placing a broom handle on their throats and standing on it. The chickens his father killed with a sharp twist of the neck. Skep laughed when the chickens, sometimes inadvertently decapitated, did a frenzied dance of death. Poulets sans têtes. Alouettes sans têtes. I never found this amusing but I watched the spasmodic bopping, wondering when precisely the chickens died: before the dance, during the dance or some seconds later when they lay in the dust, just a spasm or two racking their bodies as the last soft feathers, dislodged in the struggle, fluttered to the sandy back yard? This was at the house of our neighbours, the Mullers; Mr Muller owned a butcher’s shop and a general store. His son Fred was a haemophiliac. Skep’s father sometimes did a dance himself, on payday. Skep laughed as he told me how his father would chase him on those days with a leather strap.


Here in America we sat in front of our customised turkey; my father told us the origin of the festivity; my mother smiled; my brother, ever practical, asked ‘What’s the point of making them as small as chickens?’


‘The turkey is part of this great country’s history. Up until recently, the turkey was too big for people living alone, or in apartments. In America, it was believed, nobody should be denied their birthright, so science fixed the turkey.’


‘Is it still a turkey?’ I asked, thinking of the leathery and uncooperative monsters which Skep’s father manhandled to the ground.


‘Existential sort of question. In America existentialism has not taken root, because nobody has the time to ask if they exist. They’re too busy existing.’


‘Carve the bloody turkey before we all cease existing,’ said my mother.


There were woods behind our house which had become swamps of deep snow. How odd we felt, gathered around the table in our new American clothes, our faces unnaturally pale, to match the snow outside, eating turkey.


‘Is it Christmas, really?’ asked my little brother plaintively.


‘No, darling. It’s Thanksgiving,’ said my mother. ‘We are giving thanks for snow and miniature turkeys.’


She said little else, but there was no need because my father provided a storm, a tempest, of folklore, history and hearsay. The truth is, however, that I cannot picture my father’s face, except in the guises he left behind in photographs, which we, the bereaved, kept after his disappearance. They showed him at various stages of his life: naval officer fighting the Japanese (somehow he had found his way on to the Missouri when the Japs surrendered. There he stands, just behind Admiral Nimitz, ready to sign the surrender document on behalf of South Africa); newspaper reporter; newspaper proprietor; fisherman (in long khaki shorts, with his line characteristically in a tangle); transatlantic traveller (we are all in this one, at the bottom of the gangplank, about to board ship for New York). What lies photographs tell: arms thrust out to embrace near strangers; whimsicality sprung up like crocuses on a February morning; smiles burgeoning unnaturally; locals wheeled on like props in a movie; hats swopped jokily; donkeys placed in suggestive juxtaposition; the subjects frozen with wine or spaghetti en route to their mouths: the acts of achievement and enjoyment subjected to the cryogen of photography.


 


Mrs de Luth appears bigger than my father in the photograph of their departure from Bangunes. The porters are posed on the jetty in an informal but positive fashion, like a basketball team; Mrs de Luth wears her long coat and hat, an Eleanor Roosevelt lookalike, while my father stands beside her, a good head shorter, although he is a perfectly adequate five foot ten inches tall himself. I have often tried to pierce the deep shadow on the top half of his face to guess at his mood. Nor do the porters give a clue as to what they think of this stringy old broad with the mad, Lutheran eyes. Mr Brannigan has the look about him of a prosperous shopkeeper in Dublin, fat, content, puffed up like a hen for the photograph. Is my father buoyed up to be at the start of the great adventure? He must be proud to be on the trail with National Geographic at last; he is carrying the clipboard under his arm unconvincingly. My mother, who is now seventy-two, told me recently that he never owned a billfold or a watch in his life. So the clipboard, with its associations of a military efficiency, has purely symbolic value.


But where do they fit together? Why are they venturing into the interior? What links them? What is their nexus? My mother can offer no suggestions. She accepted his overtures to National Geographic without interest. She showed no desire to meet Mrs de Luth and her husband the general. She was deficient in curiosity, of that there can be no doubt. And now she has sunk into the quietism of old age; she lives in a home in Wiltshire in England, formerly a cider house, cleverly refurbished to give each of the residents a space of their own, so it said in the literature. In practice they seem to sit, constantly watching television in a large communal room – the images of war, death, rock music, soap opera and politics bathing them harmlessly from the giant TV in the ‘day room’. There they sit, their knotted old hands busy crocheting, their journey through this vale of tears not so much done as run out of steam. Nobody is interested in them any longer. Their opinions, like their lives, are now as significant as the sharp chirps of the budgerigar in the corner of the television room.


My mother and Mrs Orme-Watson have formed an alliance. They have detected in each other a consanguinity which sets them apart from the other residents; they eat their meals together and sit next to one another watching television. A deep and immovable sense of unfulfilment binds them. The day before setting off for Bangunes, I visited my mother. She and Mrs Orme-Watson and I drove into Chippenham for lunch.


‘I am going to Banguniland, Ma.’


‘What would you want to do that for?’


‘I am going to make a film, I think.’


‘Oh, I love films about wildlife. Do you make those?’ asked Mrs Orme-Watson.


‘I have done, yes.’


‘How did you get that picture of the lion eating the water buffalo?’


‘I don’t know which film that was.’


‘Very well done anyway. The young are so much more clever today.’


‘Margaret and I like wildlife and travel films,’ said my mother.


‘Do you think this has something to do with National Geographic?’ I asked, always keen to make connections.


‘No, I don’t think so. Why should it?’


She meant to tell me that she, at least, needed no aids in her interests and aspirations.


‘Anyway, I never really liked that magazine. Your father was taken in by it completely.’


‘What’s that, dear?’ asked Mrs Orme-Watson.


‘National Geographic. It’s a magazine in America. Or was.’


‘I like the Americans. Although their food is awful. They eat the most awful muck.’


‘Jolly good food at the Copper Kettle, isn’t it?’ said my mother, ‘though the chicken is tough.’


‘Shall I order something else?’ I asked.


‘No thank you. I’ll manage.’


Her eyes were slightly bloodshot. She ate heartily for an old lady – they both did – her big shoulders clad in a kind of checked jacket which was perhaps available to the residents of the Old Cyder House by mail order, because Mrs Orme-Watson was wearing something very similar. The two of them seemed to be clearly discernible but filtered, as remote as Santa Claus in one of those little glass balls with the snow falling noiselessly. I tried to discuss Banguniland and my father’s fatal trip, but my mother gave me her wintry smile.


‘I suppose Bangunes has gone to pot like all the rest. I can’t think why anyone would want to visit.’


They were sitting watching children’s television as I set off for the airport on the start of my journey to Banguniland.


I once met a cameraman who worked for CBS in the hotel bar in Namibia; he drove to the front in a hired car, recorded a unique interview with the leader of the guerrillas, bullets flying around his head, and was back in the bar the next evening. In this way we can get almost anywhere within a few days, from Madison Avenue to the Masai Mara; from the Faubourg to the Orinoco, and in my case, with happy assonance, from Bristol to Bangunes. The only people who have not been touched by the magic of mobility are the locals. They remain subject to drought, crop failure, disease, famine, necromancy, brutality, superstition and the synthesis of all these, which is called politics in their world. Previously these were not thought to be part of a compound.


In this way, I found myself in Brannigan’s Hotel only a few sunrises later.


‘Great chops. Delicious.’


‘Frederick, who are you really?’ I asked my dinner companion.


‘I am your guide to the interior.’


‘I thought you were a student.’


‘I come from up country. My family home is up country.’


The uplands; up country; up the river.




Chapter 3


I liked Conrad’s notion that the great rivers are part of the great oceans of the world; they connect London with Leopoldville and New York with Amazonia, all one glittering shard of water, jagged but unfragmented. Seen from this point of view, the mariner’s point of view, these waterways and the oceans at the end of them are simple, uncluttered things, so different from the landmasses with their awkward mountains, jungles and deserts. All you need is passage in the right vessel and the whole world is yours. For Conrad the sea ended only at the first rapids; Livingstone regarded the Victoria Falls, for this same reason, as an infernal nuisance. The parochial aspect of the sea is lost to travellers now. We vault airly over continents, unaware and unconcerned about the minute life going on down there, scuttling as busily, and ordinarily as unseen, as the crustaceans on the river bank outside Brannigan’s Hotel. The stenches and smells have been expunged, the journeys below on foot, by camel, by bicycle, by canoe, have been rendered meaningless because of the foreknowledge that they are doomed, because the people below are living in another era, so far away that their only contact with the planes overhead is a glint in the sky, a falling toilet roll, or the sun catching a silver sliver, always accompanied by a faint, ethereal whine, the mosquito noise of the winged classes as they hurry on their inexplicably mad missions.
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